264          HIS BOTAL PROGRESS
" In Round Number One I tripped him up,
Which was scarcely according to Cocker. In Round Number Two I came home with my right On the tip of his conk, and in woeful plight He fell to a regular rocker.
" Number Three was the last.   My left got him fair
In the midst of his dexter peeper, While my right on his Mark made a squelching
sound, And Gosh subsided and lay on the ground,
As still as a railway sleeper.
" Loblolly then throwing herself into my arms,
We were married without delay By a priest like an ebon edition of Moses, And the holy rite of the rubbing of noses
Made us one for ever and aye.
V
" By the law of nations, Great Gosh became
My personal property,
And this child of nature, chock-full of emotion, Repaid me his hiding by dog-like devotion,
For he practically worshipped me.
" In friendship's bond his heart was held
As if by a man-o'-war's anchor, And just for some exercise after lunch, He would often implore me his head to punch,
Which showed that he bore no rancour.